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"So whatta you think? You gonna come out here for good?" 


W. blinked out into the distance. There were fuzzy blobs of neon and the lights from people's windows-- he 
thought-- in every direction. The city was alive and breathing, even at this time of night, which admittedly, W. 
had completely lost track of. It was late enough that it would have been pitch-black out if not for the never- 
dying wisps of artificial light everywhere, and there was dew on the grass around where he and Izzy were 
sitting. His head swam. 


"Yeah. | think | am," he heard himself saying, and it sounded like someone else's voice. Someone who wasn't just 
a man with a paper asshole. He picked up the bottle of cheap vodka that sat wedged into the grass between 
them and swigged from it. 


Izzy laughed. "Bullshit," he said. "You been carrying fucking mace around for two days. You don't wanna come 


out here." 


Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, W. said, "The people you hang out with ain't exactly the cream of 
fucking society, Jeff." 


‘Neither are you and me," Izzy said. "And it's Izzy, remember?" 
"That's a fucking girl's name." 

"And what the fuck is W.? That's not even a name at all” 
"Phft" 


W. laid back into the damp coolness of the grass and misjudged the distance between himself and the ground, 


slamming hard into it. He felt no pain, but the world around him spun with a vengeance. 


"Shit, maybe | will come out here," he mumbled, closing his eyes. "Maybe I'll get killed and | won't ever have to 
go back to bumfuck." 


Chuckling, Izzy said, "Jesus, you're a dark motherfucker.” 
"Knifed by a mugger is better than a trailer and kids in fucking Lafayette," W. added, laughing himself. 


"No, no, no," Izzy said. "You're looking at it all wrong. Christ! We can do anything we want here, and you're 


looking at getting fucking stabbed" 


W. felt a poke in the chest, and he opened his eyes. Izzy was leaning over him, holding up a hand, fingers spread 


wide, ready to pull each one down as he counted on them. 


"We can do whatever we want, we can fuck whoever we want, we can drink and smoke whatever we want, 


whenever we want... Its fucking freedom, man" 


"I know, | know." W. closed his eyes again. 


| thought that's what you wanted," Izzy said. "Back home it's all you talked about. Freedom, blah blah. Getting 


out." 
W. heard the slosh of the vodka being consumed. "! do want out" 
"Then what's stopping you?" 


W. said nothing. He inhaled deep lungfuls of Los Angeles air, thick with humidity and vehicle exhaust and 
something else he couldn't yet place, and held it in his chest the way he would have a drag from a joint. It 


popped out of him in a hard exhale when he felt a tickle at the edge of his earlobe that he recognized 


immediately, even in his shit-faced state, as searching lips. 


"The fuck?" he said, but he let it happen, and soon Izzy was searching the curve of his neck, licking and biting. 
A hard surge of blood hit W. in the crotch. 


"Jeff--" he hissed, but the rest of the protest was lost as Izzy climbed on top of him and rooted around 
between both their legs, undoing W's pants. 


W's grasp of reality-- and the ability to resist the invasion-- slipped from his mind when he felt the heat of 
Izzy's skin against his, humping him through the breached zipper, and Izzy's lips sucking at his collarbone, 
marking him. 

Barely aware of his own voice, W. panted, "What are we doing?" 

"Does it feel good?" Izzy whispered. 

"Yeah--" 


"Then who cares?" 


W. pushed his hips up into the rhythm of his friend's body until it hurt, and they both came at almost the 


same time, on his tee shirt. 


Giggling, Izzy rolled off into the grass, and they both lay there, allowing their breathing to slow. W. watched the 
sky begin to spin anew and he kind of liked it. 


Suddenly, Izzy dove for his pockets. 


"What are you doing?" W. said, attempting to fend off the attack, and failing miserably as his friend stripped 


him of his trusty mace, as well as a switchblade and a set of brass knuckles. 


"Taking the training wheels off, brother," Izzy said, then pitched each of the items as far as he could out into 


the night. Their hollow tinks upon landing seemed anticlimactic somehow. 


W. sighed and began to fasten his pants. "Well, if you need me, I'll be the one screeching down the road on a 


bare axle, throwing sparks... 
Izzy laughed and laid back down. "Does that mean you're gonna come out here for good?" 
Rolling his head to the side, W. stared out into the firm grayness of the night. In a way, it was comforting to 


know that LA. was full of insomnia, and was never fully dark the way Indiana got. It was miserable, like a minor 


headache behind the eyes that would never relinquish, but it was bizarrely comforting. He could get used to it, 


if he tried. 
"| don't know," he said. "Probably." 


Izzy sounded like he was grinning. "Good. Then we gotta find you a new name." 


END 


